sink and slope, and in places seem almost on *
the point of slipping into the greenish waters.
Drawn by our oxen we cross it at a foot's
pace, almost asleep. On the further side opens
a gateway, surmounted by turrets like tiaras,
and flanked by two gigantic cobra serpents
which rear up and display, in the form of a
fan, their seven heads of stone.
And, having passed through this gateway,
we are within the outer walls, which have a
circumference of more than a league: a mourn-
ful, enclosed solitude, resembling a neglected
garden, with brambles entwined with fragrant
jasmine, out of which rise, here and there, ruins
of little towers, statues with closed eyes, and
the multiple heads of the sacred cobra.
The sun is scorching now that we have left the
shade of the thick branches. An avenue paved
with grey-coloured stones stretches before us
its diminishing line, leading straight to the
sanctuary, the gigantic mass of which now
dominates everything, A sinister kind of avenue
it seems, passing thus through a little desert,
strangely mysterious, and leading to ruins under
a sun of death. But as we draw nearer to this
temple, which we had thought vowed to a
perpetual silence, a sound of soft music comes